AFTERNOON

God bless and keep you safe^ my darling boy^ I hope I
shall have a letter from you soon. You told me to send my
letters to the Foreign Office to be sent with the Legation
bag. But it all sounded a little complicated and as I
have nothing of the least importance to tell you I am
posting this letter in the usual way.

My dearest love^ and God bless and keep you safe.

Your loving Mother.

Waterlow put the letter into his pocket and leaned
back half-oblivious of the heat in a green thought of
Hampshire. He was in his boyhood again, following the
path by the edge of the wood where the White Admiral
butterflies were found, where they used to flutter high
up with such a deceptive appearance of weakness. White
Admirals ! There had been that sunny morning a year
or so before he joined the Britanniay when he had said
to himself that if he caught a White Admiral it would
mean that one day he should be an admiral himself. And
he had caught one. It had fluttered high out of reach
the whole length of the wood and back, and a Fritillary
had crossed his path, which might have been a rare one,
but he would not take his eyes from the White Admiral
lest he should lose it against that huge blue sky and curve
of swelling green oaks. And at last the White Admiral had
fluttered down upon a bramble spray. It was his, though
the thorns tore his net: safe inside the poison-bottle, its
wings quivering to death in the sweet sickliness of the
cyanide. A good specimen too. A rare butterfly. A
White Admiral Something the chaps at school would
hardly believe when he told them about it. But he
should not tell them or anybody else that the White